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ELTON JOHN: 
“Captain, Fantastic And 
The Brown Dirt 
Cowboy” (D.J.M.) 


i CAPTAIN FANTAS- 
TIC, or Corporal 
Mediocre? With — this 
album, the answer to that 
question’s not as obvious 
as it should be. 
} Elton and Bernie claim the 
| set’s dedicated to “our friends, 
i} and the guiding hands that 
steered us the right way in our 
| early years.” . 
| Who are these guys trying to 
| kid?-They’re the only people 
this album is dedicatedto. 
According to the ads, this is 
a concept album, and th 
concept is Elton and Bernie. 
The songs trace “their history 
since they first met.” AS 
concept’s go, that’s not much 
@ concept. It’s hardly 
Ewith the Theory of } 
Sar or Zen Buddhisn 
en 


f, plump 
sings a mean corndall? Not quite 


the | 
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an 


Deaf, plump, and bland kid | major blunder. (“Madman 
sure sings a mean cornball? | Across the Water” was merely 
Well, not quite. But “Reggie” | a craftsman finding his way). 
would do as a title, because Elton’s not previously been 
Elton evidently feels he equally in the habit of alienating 
deserves heroic status. potential customers. He’s 
And that’s egotistical, pivays Ruasages to be-all things 


narcissistic, and, above to boppers, pleasing both 
uncharacteristic of him. MOR and ieee fans 

Let’s face it, “Captain | Simultaneously. wit Sos 
Fantastic” is hardly a humble | difficult trick to perform, 
alias, even if it’s intended as a requiring sophisticated 
joke. And the album’s no more | Judgement, as well as the 


obvious talent and energy. Has 


bashful. 
that judgement finally deserted 
him? ss 


It’s true- that many good 
songs draw upon the direct 
experience of their writers. 
Equally, autobiography is a 
respected literary form. But 
how many rock stars have the 
conceit and the nerve to turn the 


Success on the Elton John 
scale generates envy as well as 
adoration, and it doesn’t take 
mauch to shift the balance to the 
one from the other. 


It remains astonishing that 
dumpy Reg Dwight from 
Pinner should be -the world’s 
No 1} rock superstar, and that’s 
surely what gave Elton John the 
edge. 


The evidence. stiggests he 
couldn’t quite believe it, either. 
There used to be an urgency 
about his —proiific-output and 


people who'll buy this album 
will readily forgive him. But-a 
ificant number won’t; 
preferring stars Who leti others 
glorify them. 
-For Elton, 
Becai 


hat’s a shame. 
tutes his first 


| 


profe as 
though he knew just how fragile 
his success was. course, 
he was right. It is A 
rock stdr’s only as as his 


Can it be that Elton finally 
believes the scramble’s over? 


That he’s gained 
freee gece ale ? 
of Olsson and 


something’s amiss, and so does 
all that oddly business 
about a three-guitar line-up. 


stopped 
worrying and learned to love 
lethargy, it was surely only a 
matter of time, Even the most 


manic performer’ must 
ev ly succumb to the lack 
of incentives. 


What do you need with 
another platinum record when 


you've got a wall-full? 

Elton’s to be 
immodestly with the 
new album. 


In an interview in which he 
describes “Yellow Brick Road” 


as Seinen ", he says 
“Captain Fantastic’ is 
**probably the most 
turous thing I’ve ever 
done as far as recording goes,” 
and “my trump card.” He 
admits, though, “I don’t think 
it’s that commercial,” and says, 
“we didn’t even listen to it 
we recorded it, because we 
didn’t want to hear it and get 
fed up with it.” 

How’s that for a piece of 
advice? ieyoe hear the album, 
it’s probable you'll get fed up 
with it. Maybe they should’ve 
run-the risk before putting it 
out. 

Having 
themselves 


committed 
unwisely to a 


embarrassment, and if they 
hadn’t told us the album was 
about them, there are precious 
few clues in the lyrics. 


uniquely intriguing. Instead, 
Bernie’s largely for coy, 
impenetrable abstractions. 
There’s a distinct lack of 
narrative, opinions, insights, or 
wit. 

The best lines in the whole 
thing are the first three: 
“Captain Fantastic, raised and 
restated hardly a hero/Just 
someone his mother might 
know.” And that’s as perceptive 
as it gets. 


In the light of some of the 


words Bernie’s produced in the | 
is 


past, the failure here 
extraordinary. He’s ed to 
write ten songs about himself 
and Elton, without — once 
revealing anything new. Their 
private thoughts on the way up 
temain private. 

An pee snp cartoon 
feprinted from “Jackie” 
among the ephemera that 


It’s just the way he’s joined 
some of them together that’s- 


Not that Elton’s baffled. The 
music here may be less 
energetic than usual, but there’s 
still much to recommend it, if 
considered in isolation from the 
album’s massive pretensions. 

Elton’s wrong to say it isn’t 
commercial. It’s true there’s a 
shortage of crude hooks, but his 
best songs have managed 
without them in the past. “Meal 
Ticket”-is the nearest thing here 
to a brash discotheque single. 
It’s_ reminiscent of “Day 
Tripper”, and features Olsson, 
Murray, and Johnstone doing 
their power trio_routine to 
perfection, unhappily for the 
last time. 


The album. starts _ less 
ferociously with the deft 
understatement of -the title 


track. Gentle. acoustic guitar 
and electric piano state “a 
delicate theme. Then, as you're 
caught up- by the — song’s 


Piet ERS 
| After “Tommy”... 


“REGGIE” 


textures, Elton’s voice swaps its 
for the 


night version of their “Saturday 
Night” strut. Just the thing for a 
midweek middle-class knees-up. 


again for a wi: pay-off. All 
very neat, and finely realised. 
The song sets the tone for the 
album. Elton may not always 
have much to sing, but he 
makes sure people listen. 

The fussy melody of “Tower 
of Babel,” which follows, is 
carried on the back of guitar 
chords lifted almost wholesale 


‘Has 

Elton John 
stopped 
worrying 

and learned to 
love lethargy?’ 


from the medley on “Abbey 
Road.” A transplant performed 
“Bitter Fingers” is the first 
track to demonstrate that Elton 
and Bernie don’t always agree. 
The song is the 
traumas of the novice 
composer, and features one of 
Bernie’s better lines: “It’s hard 
to write with bitter fingers.” But 
Elton i 


s 
which appears mee 
his success intact. Only through 
low cunning is ‘Elton able to 
counter the whiners 
bleakness of A moog Te “Te 
Me When the Whistle Blows.” 

Strings glide over a chopping 
pee hos guitar and a 
Must be a cue for Barry White 
to drone on about brassieres 
and panties. Instead, Elton 
sings the likes of: “Long lost 
and lonely boy/You're just a 
black sheep going home.” And 
probably hopes no one -will 
mind. ~ 
Bernie’s also something of a 
misogynist, judging by 
s ¢ Saved My Life 


Five years 

is traditionally 
par for the 
course, and 
Elton’s had 

a good run 

for our money. 


Tonight”, the final cut on the 
first side. The idea seems to be 
that Elton’s life was saved in the 
sense a nares ercnced 
marriage. No matter. ys 
on one of his more plaintive big 
ballads, full of reassuring 
harmonies. An agrecable 
experience despite its intentions. 

“Better Off Dead” is more of 
Bernie the closet neurotic. 
Undaunted, Elton comes up 
with a pastiche of Gilbert and 
Sullivan (poached for the- first 
time on any rock album) and 
the words become staccato and 
jokey. 

“Writing” is a song about 
writing songs, hardly the stuff 
of great music. But with 
Johnstone’s crystal clear 
acoustic work, you can pretend 

~ it's The Eagles and something 
more exotic. 

The album's big production 
number is “Curtains”, and 
Elton’s written his own chorus 


i 


through 
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set seem like wishful thinking 

and pre-emptive attack 

ae is the beginning of the | 
is is 

end, then Elton’s had a good 


JIMMY OSMOND 
(MGM) 


MADE WHEN the word “Re- 
volution” was a shortcut to a 
quick box-office slaying, “Wild 
In The Streets” was a movie ab- 
tut a millionaire pop star called 
Max Frost (no relation) who, at 
the age of 22, becomes Pre- 
sident of the United States of 
America. 

At Frost’s” instigation, the 
voting age is lowered to 14, and 
anyone over the age of 30 is 
promptly ozoned in Acid and 
herded into “Paradise” concen- 
tration camps for the remainder 
oftheir natural. ~~ 

However, one day Maxie 
inadvertantly kills a pet crab 
named Willager belonging to a 
couple of Batman-clad toddlers. 
aged seven and nine. 

When the kids accuse Frost, 
he starts slinging his weight ar- 
ound and boasts, “I killed him, 
so. I guess you'll have to go 
home. and cry,” adding, “You 
can’t beat me up, can “you?” 
1m bigger than you.” 

As the final credits roll, one 
kid tums to his chum and with 
pent-up hatred intimates, “Who 
néeds it? We oughta put every 
onc over ten out of business!” 

Now I know exactly how Lit- 
tle Jimmy Osmond must feel 
when his Big Brothers drag him 
onstage and make him jump 
the. proverbial hoop 
like a performing seal- 

The fact- that Little Jimmy 
prefers to be addressed as Jim- 
bo is conclusive evidence that 
the kid is a-bona fide Doors 
freak. However, for the time be- 
ing he’s forced to swalldw his 
pride and keep that side of his 
real character locked away. 

But take it from _one who 
knows, as soon as the time is 
right, Jimbo will take up his 
rightful. position as the only 
possible saviour of the Seven- 
thes. 

From the way in which The 
Star gets to gnps with Leapy 
Lee’s “Little Arrows” or “Pm 
Gonna Knock On. Your Door™ 
(a song which catapulted ex- 
Beatle Pete Best into instant ob- 
scurity), you become aware 
that Jimbo is truly a man. of 
action. If you thought Bryan 
Ferry was surreal then you ain’t 
heard nuthin’ yet. 

Jimbo’s breath of vision and 
total command of the rock 
genre is further illustrated.when 
— despite his years — he tack- 
les such controversial“ subject: 
matter as cannabalism in “Pur- 
ple People Eater.” the Oedipus 
complex with “Good Ole Mam- 
my Song” —— utilising massed 


drama-of the situation. or pure 
nostalgic-Kitsch with a Wheel- 
tappers: &-Shinters anterpreta- 
of right-wing protesta~ } 
a “Ine Good Oi Bad 18 
ys.” i 


